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preached— entered— and took one last look of a spot to which their 
hearts clung with enduring attachment. They then returned ; and as 
they passed, Owen put forth his hand, and picking a few small pebbles 
out of the wall, put them in his pocket. 

" Farewell !" said he, " and may the blessing of God rest upon you ! 
We now lave you for ever — we're goin' at last to beg our bread through 
the world wide, where none will know of the happy days we passed 
widin your walls ! We must lave you ; but glory be to the Almighty, 
we are goin' wid a clear conscience ; we took no revenge upon ourselves, 
but left every thing to God above us. We are poor, but there is neither 
blood, nor murder, nor dishonesty upon our hands. Don't cry, Kath- 
leen—don't cry, ehildher ; there is still a good God above, who can and 
may do something for us yet, glory be to his name !" 

He then passed on with his family, which, including himself, made, 
in all, eight paupers, being an additional burden upon the country, 
which might easily have been avoided. His land was above two years 
waste, and when it was ultimately taken, the house was a ruin ; and 
the money allowed by the landlord for building a new one, together 
with the loss of two years' rent, would, if humanely directed, have 
enabled Owen M'Carthy to remain a solvent tenant. 
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Still swell'd the waters upon earth, and now 
Only tall mountains rear'd their cloud-veil'd heads 
Over the waste of waves— on these a few, 
The last of all the many, many millions 
That lately fill'd the joyous world with life, 
And sent glad voices thro' her sunny vales, 
And bless'd her shores with beauty and with song, 
And pleasant converse and the hum of being, 
Were lingering miserably on— the doom 
Of these sad heirs of wrath was fearfuL 
* * • From her home 

Amid a pleasant valley, when the streams 
In sheeted torrents swept adown the hills — 
Over the flinty rocks and thorny ways 
And dangerous places, where the falling pines 
And mighty cedars that had grown apace 
With the young world, and shadowed with their boughs 
Her generations of a thousand years, 
Crash'd horribly beside the darksome glens— 
A daughter bare her aged mother forth. 
Within a sheltering mountain-cave, she placed 
Her precious burden ; and for many days 
No drop of rain fell on her hoary head, 
And every hour she fed her with the breast 
Whence she had flung her babe, to render back 
The milk that nourish'd her. She saw her spouse 
Faint on the weary way, and she could leave 
Him to the torrent's rage, while undismayed 
She fronted death for her who gave her life ! 
Long time she fed upon the roots which grew 
Among the rugged clefts, until the flood 
Louder and louder sounded from beneath. 
" Oh, my sweet mother ! 'tis no longer meet," 
She cried—" to linger here, and we must seek 
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Some safer place. Sweet mother ! rest thee here ; 
I go to find another refuge, soon 
To fly with thee upon the wings of fear." 
She went, and quick returned — alas ! too late : 
The mountain-waves were bounding o'er the care ; 
She saw a weak form struggling with the tide ; 
Shrieking, she plung'd amid the boiling surge — 
They sank together ! * • * 

* * Long before the Flood 

Arose to drown the world, upon the height 
Of the earth's loveliest mountain, was a place 
Where Adam's sinful sons might pine to dwell 
Forgetting heaven, and dreaming that it held 
An immortality of loveliness ! 
So ardent was the love that it enshrined, 
That lived, and breathed, and formed their heaven there, 
Albeit to die so soon ! And often here 
One of Seth's erring children converse held 
With a bright maid of Cain's unhallow'd race. 
Often he stray *d with her in cinnamon bowers 
And groves of myrrh and cedar, listening to 
The soaring voices of bright-plumed birds, 
And the low music of the singing streams ; 
And, evening after evening, crimson suns 
Glow'd on their beautiful features, blushing deep 
At the soft words each to the other said. 
Lonely they dwelt, apart from haunts of men, 
Happiest of fallen beings ! for at times 
At his glad coming, when from out the shade 
Of the tall palms whose pensile branches flung 
A playful gleam around her form, she sprang, 
The sudden rapture of her joyous looks, 
The spirit in her fawnlike step and eye, 
Betrayed how deep her ecstacy — and his 
Was not less deep, although more dearly bought ! 

And these within their lonely Paradise, 

Now desolate and ruined, long had braved 

The thunder, and the whirlwind, and the flood — 

Their gaunt forms bleaching in the ceaseless rain 

And scorch'd with lightning-fire that play'd around 

The stems of riven trees, to which they clung 

Despairingly. Locked in each others arms, 

They deem d it blissful ev'n to die together ! 

— Madly the waters heave — and one fierce wave 

Sever'd their strong, affectionate embrace, 

And bore the lovelier victim rudely forth. 

He saw her golden tresses streaming o'er 

The whirling current, and the next wild surge 

Roll'd o'er the wreck of more than earthly beauty ! 
• • • • * 

One solitary peak shoots up amid 

The darkling storm-clouds, where the eagle's gaze 

Would have grown dizzy once ; and on its top 

There stood a lonely being, where till then 

A thing of life had never breath'd — the last— 

The very last of all his race, except 

The chosen few preserved within the Ark 

Again to people earth's remotest shores. 

A gloomy majesty sate on his brow, 

From his dark eye a passionate glance shot forth 

Over the boundless deep— his sinewy frame 
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Vigorous and youthful, scarce a century old, 
Was writhing 'neath the pangs of bitter thought. 
Far, far beneath his lovely wife lay dead, 
His youthful bride, and her fair little one, 
Two angels of the earth. He could not bear 
To see them floating o'er the turbid waves 
Where the huge mammoth and the craken swam; 
And so he dug a grave in the wet mold, 
And lingered near it till the waters rose, 
And reckless then he roved until he gained 
That cliff, the loftiest and the last. He gazed 
Over the whole wide waste of waters : all 
The lovely and beloved of earth were gone ! 
And he the last about to perish too. 
Mournful arose his voice above the roar 
Of the surrounding waves — his accents rang 
Like the deep knell of a departed world ! 

" Merciless waters ! still do ye pursue ? 
Why have I toil'd thus far, and borne to live 
While all is death around me — with the yell 
Of yon triumphant deluge mocking me — 
With its hoarse laughter thus exulting o'er 
The ruin of my kindred ? Ha ! 
Why have I wish'd for safety ? never more 
Shall I behold the well-beloved things 
That late made life so exguisite : beneath 
The pleasant valley lies, in whose soft bosom 
The joyful hours like summer-dreams flew by— 
And now the black waves bound in myrtle bowers, 
Where late the fervent thrills of the young birds 
Pour'd forth rich orisons to morning suns J> 
While their fresh lustre quiveringly gleam'd 
Upon their breasts of blue, and gold, and green, 
With changeful radiance. There I loved to watch 
The purple day-spring blushing in the skies, 
And saw the sun go down more lovelily 
Than the departure of the seraphim ! 
Now the thick slime is battening o'er the meads 
That lately gleam'd in verdurous beauty forth ! 
There 'neath the fragrant lime-trees my young bride 
Prepared the ripe ananas — where is she ? 
And he, my little cherub ?— where am I ? 
Merciless waters ! wherefore have ye spar'd me ! 
Shall I live on, a lone, heart-stricken man, 
A living monument of his proud triumphs ? 
Perish the fearful thought r He cried and sprang 
Far from the summit of the lonely cliff 
Into the thunder-clouds that roll'd beneath. 
And his fierce eye flash'd keener lightning forth 
Than that which blasted him before he sank ! 

• * • « * 

The rains have ceas'd— and o'er the round, wide world, 
The illimitable waters of the deep 
Roll their vast tide— no rugged shores to chafe 
Their mighty mass of waves— no spicy isle 
Flings to the billows and the breezes forth 
Floods of sweet fragrance— no sun-gleaming wing 
Studs the blue skies : bright suns have risen abov* 
The glassy surface— richly painted clouds 
In the far depths of sea and sky have swam, 
Seeming to picture out each other, through 
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The vast infinity of wave and air ; 

And golden evenings gloriously have get 

In rosy splendour : but no earthly eye 

Look a up in wonder at their beauty. O'er 

The world's broad face there was but one small speck 

Where seeds of future life lay darkly sown ; 

And save its little shadow, there was nought 

To chequer that wide prospect. Even the home 

Of our first parents, where to dwell with them 

Angels oft left their thrones, no longer shone 

Amid earth's ruin ; and in Eden's bowers, 

Where never until now, than flowers' sweet sighs 

Flung from their myriad censers by the breath 

Of the faint evewind, aught less exquisite 

Had momentary being — the rude force 

Of the destroying waters ravish'd all 

That God's own hand had planted for the last, 

The proudest, and the loveliest of his works! 

The fiery cherubim had flown 

With the wide-flaming sword — and in the flood 

Earth's paradise of beauty passed away ! 

Night brooded on the waters, and the moon, 
Herself in purer lustre, wonder'd at 
The tenfold brightness of her mistress earth. 
And in the twilight dim, the morning stars 
Which sang together at her sinless birth, 
Wept for the ruin of their sister sphere ! 

Moons after moons roll'd on — and earth again 
Smil'd in her new-born light — and from the ark 
Forth walked the patriarchs of another race, 
Another sinful race ; but in the clouds 
The sevenfold light of the resplendent bow 
Gave token that no other flood should come 
To wash away the sins of all mankind, 
Save the pure stream for man's transgression shed, 
Drawn from the fount of the Redeemer's blood ! 

&. M. 
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In a former number, we gave a lengthened notice of discoveries in 
Africa. We confined our observations principally to the routes of those 
travellers who had explored its interior from the North and West. 
These have certainly earned for themselves an unenviable post of honour, 
as among the most unfortunate of their tribe. Theirs has been the for- 
lorn hope of African discovery. There have been others whose career 
has been more successful, and whose researches have not been altogether 
unworthy of record. There are regions of Africa besides those south of 
the Sahara, that deserve to be traversed, and remain as yet unexplored; 
and there are points from which it is probable the march of discovery 
might be much more successfully prosecuted, than those which have 
been chosen by the greater number of the ill-fated men, whose lives 
have been sacrificed on African expeditions. 

The entire eastern coast of Africa, from its southern extremity up- 

• The Family Library, No. XVII.— The Life of Brace, the Abyssinian Traveller, 
By Major F. B.Head. 



